THE    GREEN   EDGE    OF   ASIA

columns of Chinese characters projected on the
screen. Thus did those of the audience who could read
amplify the pleasures of the evening for those who
could not.

It was at the end of the second play-act, and before
the third film, that I had taken the opportunity, or,
rather, made it, and had left after two hours' enter-
tainment. I made my way up the straightest street
that I could see, thinking it was certain to take me
out of the Chinese City and into the French Conces-
sion. The night air was cool and, after the atmosphere
of that den, refreshing. It was only ten o'clock; I
was not finished yet. Some mildly florid stone
porches, a heavy colonnade over a pavement, soon
gave me my bearings, and I emerged into the familiar
.boulevard.

On my way home I had the choice of three. The
attractions of one had already been dimmed for me
by the gusts of foetid air that it breathed through its
badly closed doors over the pavement outside and
through which I had passed with averted head many
times. Another had been open only a few days and
did not seem yet to have settled into its stride. The third
proclaimed itself soundly established; it looked always
crowded; and patrons, some eager, some sated, were
generally to be seen filling the entrance and lending
it an air of nice enticement. They, and the dazzling